THE  ROMANCE   OP  READJUSTMENT
being a carpenter, always found plenty to do. I might come along with him, and try my luck in the zinc-mines. Or, there were the Kansas wheat-fields, where they paid two-fifty a day and keep. A number of students were going there summer after summer, and returning with their hides well tanned and their pockets well lined. Still, on second thought, he would not advise me to tackle harvesting. I might not be able to stand it, with my soft hands and my town breeding.
But I gave very little thought to his advice. I was longing for a sight of New York. It would cost fifty dollars to go there and back, but I tried to persuade myself that I would earn enough more in the city to make it worth while. If the worst came to the worst, I could always get a job at the machine. I was known there. I had friends and old pupils. Tutoring was a possibility, particularly with my added prestige as a college man. There was no limit to the things that one could do in a large town. AncJ deep down in my foolish heart I knew quite well that all these calculations were but a sham. In the letter I wrote to Esther I honestly confessed that if I remained away from my own people that summer I would feel like a man who was forced to work seven days in the week and would be unfit to resume work in the fall.
Then Paul somehow divined my thoughts and surprised me one fine June morning with a money order for thirty dollars and a letter saying that he would not forgive me if I did not come and spend the vacations
257fttd "bully."
